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lying in mother's room just where mother used to
be. I bent down and called out to her and she
opened her eyes. "Bibi Amma," I said "please have
a little tea. It will help/' There was no reply.
"Bibi Amma, you have always been a mother to us
all" I said "And now you are our mother. We have
only you and I need you desperately." Her arms
went round me and with tears filling her eyes for
the first time she said "Beti (daughter), to me you
have always been a dearly loved daughter, but one
can have only one mother and yours has gone for
ever. I can never take her place. Besides, I lived
for her and now what is there to live for? My task
is done. I too must go." I could not speak, for the
tears I tried vainly to hold back choked me. I sat
by her side stroking her head for sometime. Then
as she seemed to have fallen off to sleep I quietly
left her. Several times I went to see her, but each
time I found her asleep. At last I grew a bit alarm-
ed. So I went and shook her but she did not wake
up. Again and yet again I called to her but she did
not move. My brother had not returned from the
funeral, so I went and told my sister. She too was
alarmed and we sent for the doctor. Jawahar re-
turned at about 7 o'clock and the doctor came too.
He saw Bibi Amma and said she had a stroke the
same as mother. We could hardly believe it for
never in her life had she a stroke before nor had
she ever been seriously ill. She had always been
so strong and yet she lay unconscious and there was
nothing one could do to save her. Everyone was
very upset but I most of all, because to me she was
infinitely more dear and precious than she had been
to others. All we could do was to wait and watch
and pass another night as we had passed the pre-
vious one. Too miserable to move I sat beside her,
memories of all the days and years she had been
with us and of all the love and understanding she